192               TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
Tahir as a youth and I begged him to advise the brigand
to surrender. I gave him a letter containing a pardon
for Tahir, if within two days he would come in with
his band and bring Izzet with him. He was not charged
with murder, but with attacking Greek troops, collect-
ing money and living free at the expense of the villages,
and with the ransoming of a few people. As always,
the actions of the Turkish brigands were mild in com-
parison with the brutalities, murders and crimes of the
Greeks.
My letter was passed from hand to hand, and I waited
at Bozhane for the result. We sat mostly by the coffee-
house and smoked and sipped black coffee. Below us
the green ran down to a tributary of the Riwa river.
On the bank men were building a rough primitive sea-
boat, such as Noah might have put together.
They were deadly dull, these Turks. I looked at
the circle of men facing me, as they sat in silence on
low cane-bottomed stools without backs. They were
devilish dull people. Fundamental differences of ideas,
no doubt, made a gap between us. Pictures and art
are forbidden by the Koran and the only sense of the
artistic that the Turks, as a whole, possess is that of
looking at beautiful scenery. Fatalism produces placidity,
but not amusement. Beyond talking in the coffee-
house, they have no pastimes nor sports. But above
all the complete cutting out of women from public and
social life produces the flatness as of living for ever in
a men's club.
There was no spring and joy in the life. The houses
were silent and blind, doors shut and windows with